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Walk Like A Dominatrix 


Author's Notes: 
What follows is a lecherous tale that purely coincidentally debauches some very nice people who vaguely 
resemble some very nice people who may or may not be up to mischief in real life. It's impurely coincidental, 


Bitches. 


Be Warned: Contains prejudicial attitudes toward Canadians, Tasteless Pop-Art, Sexualized use of classic Milton- 
Bradley games, Bondage, Domination € submission, mild Sadism, Sensory Deprivation, use of legal contracts [how 
terrible] .. Loads and Loads of heterosexual and homosexual oral sex, unmentioned voyeurism and similarly 
unmentioned involuntary video recording .. threats of being put off the bus in one's underwear in the middle of 
nowhere [that's a kink isn't it?] .. Erotic Musical fixation, Lava lamps, and shag carpet .. and Truth in 


Advertising thru the use of a tape measure. 


"Walk Like a Dominatrix" 


Ontario in August .. There were worse places to be touring in this hottest of months. The days were mild. So 


did it tend to be with the male groupies they picked up .. mild. They tended to be strong and fit, from rural 


places ... polite and unsophisticated. The other girls in the band joked . even complained . but Susannah had an 
angle that made the most of these "mild boys." The Bangles had toured through the summer down in the US. 
of A. .. but entertaining themselves as they made this Canadian leg of the North American Tour was going to 
require imagination and cunning. Her band-mates still didn't know of her .. proclivities. She'd been tempted to 


share a few times. Maybe soon. 


The show this evening had gone smoothly, the moon was riding high in the sky as she stepped aboard the bus. 
It was a custom, luxury travel yacht with separate sleeping quarters for each of them, and a little room to 
"entertain" Michael and the Petersen sisters had their own preferred ways, and tastes. THEY were still out 
finding their "road guests." Mrs. Karl, (essentially Susanna's personal butler), had generally done well in moving 


through the crowds at their gigs, finding, and delivering suitable male fans for HER own personal enjoyment. 


Susanna slipped in quietly, the flat shoes and little black dress she wore on stage allowing her a silent, cat-like 
step, and she found Mrs. Karl seated with two young men in the front compartment. The two were having 
coffee as Mrs. Karl collected paper from each, placing these in a folder. Susanna required signed releases that 
made certain things clear. The two young men raised their eyes eagerly as she came into the circle of light 
from the overhead, looking her up and down. She did the same. 


"What have you caught for me tonight, Mrs Karl?" she asked, 


Mrs. Karl was an elegant, keen-eyed woman in her late 40s with a soft London accent. She handed the folder 
to Susanna as she answered; "This is Benjamin," her palm upturned like a model showing off prizes on The Price 
if Right, indicating the tall one with dark hair, then gestured to the compact but well toned one with reddish 


blonde hair, ". and this is Robert. They are local here, but do not know one another.” 


"Good" Susanna smiled, "That will work out probably best for everyone." She reached down and gently took the 
coffee from Robert's hand, raised it to her lips and took a long slow sip . sweet creamer. She passed it back to 
him, and reached for Ben's which he lifted up to her. His, she found, was black with no sugar. She finished two 
long slow sips, and licked her lips as she passed it back to him. "Finish your coffee, boys ... Tonight is going to 
be all about finishing what you start" 


The young men tossed their remaining coffee back in unison. "Follow me," she said in a mock ominously-lowered 
voice. She walked slowly back toward the rear of the bus, giving all the feminine sway to her stride that she 
could, wanting to give the young men an eyeful of he curves and backside before she got them into her 
personal enclosure. They followed her close like dogs waiting for her to drop something delicious. She got to the 
door, looked over her shoulder at them with a toss of her black curls and an impish smile. "After you, 


gentlemen 
She opened the door, and the extra-cool air conditioning flowed out, cooling her legs through her sheer 
stockings. Then she felt the warmth of the two young men as they stepped past her into dim light. She 


entered after them, closing and locking the door. 


The fellows were a few steps in, taking in the room by the light of lava lamps in each corner. There was 


recessed track lighting too, and pinhole starlight on the ceiling. Large mirrors here and there made the space 
seem larger, and a roundish bed was in the deepest part of the room beside a giant pop-art plush sculpture 
of a red rose, the bloom of which nearly touched the ceiling. She didn't wait but took charge. "Okay boys. Shoes 
off before you get on the carpet" She pulled two heavy canvas mail-bags from the near corner and placed 
them on the floor in front of the fellows. "Shoes. Socks. Don't stop there .. show me which one of you can put 


all of his clothes in his bag the fastest." 


The release forms they both had just signed (and presumably read) explained that any funny business or 
failure to cooperate with Susanna would result in their being put off the bus where-ever they were at the 
time, and their belongings would be mailed back to Moose-Snout Ontario when the bus got to the band's next 
gig. If they played nice, they would have their clothes and possessions restored to them in the morning .. they 
would be fed and given a bus ticket home. 


The tall one, Ben, was done kicking off his Western style boots when he saw how quickly Rob was stripping, 
whose shirt and athletic shoes came off at once, then went to balance on one leg, unbuckling his belt with one 
hand while whipping off one sock with the other. Ben hesitated, perhaps wanting to appear more cool than 
desperate, but began picking up the pace. He was down to his socks and boxers when Rob dropped his briefs 
into his bag and stood by completely naked. 


Susanna looked Rob over approving. She was pleased to see his muscle tone was everything he had seemed 
with clothes on, not bulky, but lean and cut. She caressed his bare hip with one hand as she picked up his 
canvas bag. "Good boy," she smiled. 


Ben finished stripping, stuffing his boxers into his bag as he lifted it, and offered it to Susanna. She ignored him 
as she carefully padlocked Rob's and leaned it against the door. 


"This party needs music," she said, plucking up a slim black remote-control and pushing a couple of buttons. 
She aimed it past the two naked men, and a stereo behind them suddenly pulsed with phantasmic electronic 
music . Tangerine Dream's "Phaedra." She slipped the remote into a small pocket, then stepped lightly to where 
Ben was still holding out his bag of clothes. "What's this?" she asked, taking gentle hold of dogtags on a chain 


around his neck. 

| served my country." he said 

"That's nice .. . but tonight you're serving me. Into the bag," she said, giving the canvas a little shake. 

Ben obeyed without hesitation . not wanting to lose any more "points" or whatever, in this situation 

"lm the one who gives dogtags in here," she said while padlocking Ben's bag and setting it beside Rob's. She 
unlocked the door, and Mrs. Karl entered, bowed her head in a slight curtsy to Susanna, looked at the two 
naked men standing together, then she picked up the bags and left. The sound of the other girls and their 


"dates" could be heard coming aboard the bus. Susanna lingered as she pulled the door slowly closed, spying to 


see what treats her band-mates had reeled in. The Petersen sisters appeared to have brought a young couple 


"Brad and Janet" Susanna smirked . and Michael had a guy by the hand with sandals and denim jacket, who was 
carrying his own guitar in a soft case .. "and Gordon Lightfoot's understudy," she smiled, whispering to herself. 
"What does Michael get up to, | wonder?" she whispered to herself. 


She closed out the sounds of bustle and locked the door once more, turning to her pets for the night. "Behind 
you boys on the white shag carpet are the colorful dots of the game Twister," she smiled as she kicked off 
her flat shoes and walked toward them in her stockings. "Robby . Right foot yellow . Left foot red .. facing 
ME" 


Rob turned and found his dots on the thick shag carpet, and stood with his legs apart, straddling one blue dot. 


". Ben," she continued, ". Right foot blue. Left foot green .. yes, there beside Robby." Ben stepped quickly and 
stood on his spots, straddling a red one. 


She stood in front of them and reached down to grasp both men gently by the penis. Both were already semi- 
erect, but they quickly swelled and became rigid and hot in her hands. She began stroking them tenderly .. 
watching each of them for their reaction . to see the pleasure on their faces and hear the halting of their 


breath . feeling the control she had over each of them . to make their breath catch and their hearts to 


pound. 
“These are the hands that | use to make the music," she said in a soft seductive tone. "Am | good?" 
"Yes." they both respond in unison, and she smiled. 


‘Of course | don't make all the music with my hands." She slips down to kneel in front of them, still stroking 
them skillfully slow. "I also sing don't 1?" 


"Yes." they repeat eagerly. 


She knew the thoughts racing through both men's minds . of her lips parting . of the warmth of her breath 
on their heads . of the feel of her lips encircling them . and tongue sliding under their shafts . her hot mouth 
taking them in and stroking them . to feel their heads at the back of her throat... but .. these were the 
thoughts rushing through her head too . and she continued to stroke with her hands, resisting her desire to 
rule the men with her mouth just yet. 


She looked up at them from under her long lashes. Both of them were looking down at her in lust and hope. 
"You're staring .. making me shy." She gave them a girlish pout, and a smile, "Close your eyes ... Now." 

They both straightened their necks and closed their eyes . and she resumed caressing both hot erections .. and 
breathing on them while inspecting them closely . admiring their shape and the veins and their hardness. With 


them both throbbing in her hands, she pulled out a measuring tape to gauge their size. Rob's was six inches 
and thick and straight .. Ben's was not quite as thick, but seven inches, with a slight upward curve .. she 


thought a moment and got up. She went back to the shelf by the door and checked the folder with their 
release forms and information, and she quickly found what she was looking for ... Ben's form listed his penis 


size at eight inches. He was an inch longer on paper. 


She shelved the folder again and turned suddenly, catching Ben peaking with one eye. He closed it fast, but not 
fast enough. She walked back to her obediently standing playthings and took them again by their cocks. Susanna 
said whimsically, "A penis is only ever really a Cock when it's hard" Both of these were Quite hard. 


"You boys have lovely cocks," she said. She wanted to oil them up one at a time and tease them with her 
hands for hours . but she was having too much fun with this game as it was unfolding to take that much 
time.".. but beauty isn't everything ... Is it?" Below the music thrumming on the stereo . the sound of the bus's 
engine sent a vibration through the floor of her little traveling lair . and two seconds later, the bus slowly 
began to move .. the men swaying backward a bit, but she held them by their cocks and they kept their 


balance. 

The fellows stood, legs parted, eyes closed, and cocks hard and hot in her soft palms, her fingers wrapped 
around their thickness . but the fellows did not answer . perhaps distracted by the pleasure, and the motion 
of the bus. 


"Beauty isn't everything," she whispered, breathing the words on Rob's chest, ".. is it, Robby. She traced a 
short line on his chest with the tip of her tongue and cupped his balls and tugged gently. 


"I sure hope not . Ms. Hoffs," he said, slightly breathless. 


‘Call me Mistress," she said . tasting his chest again. He smelled of Ivory soap. She traced one finger slowly up 
his shaft to its head . and found a slick wet drop of precum oozing from his tip. 


"Yes, Mistress," he obeyed. 

She turned to her other plaything, his eyes apparently still closed, "Do you think beauty isn't everything, 
Benjamin?" She stroked and teased his shaft and reached under to grip his sack gently, tugging again. She 
wondered why he would ever feel the need to lie about his size. 

"Looks can be deceiving," Ben said, clearly enjoying the pleasure of her attentions. 

‘Im learning some things about you, Benjamin" she said with breath hot on his chest She wrapped her fingers 
slowly around his shaft again . and gave a squeeze . not enough to hurt, but SHE had his attention instead of 
the pretty thoughts in his head. 

"| said, Call Me Mistress." 


"Yes, Mistress," he answered, less pleased with himself suddenly. 


She kept her firm grip on him .. easing a bit but holding him by it like is was a thick leash. "Is THIS the same 
cock you came in here with?" she asked sardonically. Ben's eyes still closed, he looked a little confused, opening 
his mouth to answer, but not knowing how. ".. Because," she continued, "the form you filled out and SIGNED 
says your dick is eight inches .. And | just measured you throbbing hard at seven Its a beautiful cock .. But it 
LOOKS like you are a dick-liar. How do you plead?" 


Ben's mouth was still open as if to speak, but again she could see the wheels turning in his head .. trying to 
avoid admitting he lied, hoping he could charm his way out of it .. but after being held by the dick for four 


more long seconds, he folded and confessed. "Guilty .. Mistress" 


"Well, Good," she said. "| won't even bother to ask why you did, but learn this now; .. No girl or woman wants a 
liar's dick .. no matter what size." She eased her grip on Ben and resumed giving erotic caresses to both men. 
‘Sorry, Robby . about these interruptions . but Ben HAS been naughty. | told you both to close your eyes . 
but Benjamin . | did catch you peeking." 


Ben smiled through his blindness, "You are very beautiful, Mistress." 


"flattery is nice," she said, "But it's obedience that you need to give me." Her artful stroking was bringing both 
of them to the point of gasping. "I have to give you a penalty now." She released both cocks and walked behind 
them to a drawer by the bed. She came back with a few items, including pair of tanning bed goggles with the 
lenses painted over. She put these on their elastic string over Ben's head and fitted the blacked out goggles 


over his eyes so that even with his eyes wide open, no light came around the edges. 


"There's your penalty, Ben" she said. "Whatever else happens tonight . some very hot and wonderful things . 
you won't see any of it .. which is a shame, because | was just about to dress up all yummy too," she teased 
playfully. She had also brought two black leather collars from the drawer, which she now fastened and 
padlocked .. first around Ben's neck .. and then one around Rob's as well. "You Robby . can open your eyes now, 


but keep your feet on your spots." 


"Yes, Mistress," he said gratefully. The bus had taken a few turns, and the fellows had kept their balance. 
Susanna felt the gears shifting and the bus picking up speed .. They were getting onto the highway now, and 
would not have turns or changes in speed for a few hours. She didn't have to worry about her playthings 
falling on their asses .. and it was safe for her to get on the tall heels she liked to wear while subjugating. 


She went behind them again, unzipping and letting the little black dress fall to the floor. For only a few 
moments she was in just black, sheer stockings, garter belt, a black bra, and black thong panties .. but she 
quickly took up a red rubber mini-dress that had been laid out by Mrs. Karl, and she carefully slipped the 
snug, shiny, elastic garment onto her petite form. It had two zippers that ran down the sides from mid-torso 
to just below the swell of her hips. She zipped these down to the rubber hem, making it fit her as if she'd 
been dipped in scarlet like a glossy candy apple. She checked a mirror in front of her to see she had it lined up 
right and the seams crossed her hips evenly . and as there WERE mirrors at various places around the room 


. she smiled to see that Robby had found one that let him watch her dress. 


She slipped her feet into black high heel platform boots . and zipped each up as far as the backs of her calves 
. but she stopped halfway up. They were thigh high boots, and she wanted to delegate. Holding the tops of the 
boots in front of her so they wouldn't flap or flop, she strode impressively around to her place in front of the 
boys. The two inch platform boot with a seven inch stiletto heel raised her from petite five feet and two 
inches to five feet and nine .. just a few inches shorter than Ben .. two inches taller than Rob. 


"I have my boots on . but | want help zipping them the rest of the way up. The zippers are in the back. Who 
wants to .. Help?" 


Both men spoke up before she even got "Help" out of her mouth .. "Let me please.” "I will, Mistress" .. she 


wasn't sure which one said what . but was pleased at their eagerness. 
"Okay . | have one leg for each. Get on your knees, both of you." 


They both were on their knees in less than a second . and she stepped closer. "Zip me up, boys . and be 
careful not to snag my stockings with the zipper.” 


Rob reached out first because he could see where she was and what he was doing .. Benjamin groped in front 
of himself and quickly made himself of use .. both of them running the zipper carefully up the back of these 
black, satiny boots, their fingers of their other hands running carefully up the backs of her legs to guard the 
stockings, and she knew they were also thrilling at the feel of her legs through them. 


"As long as you're down there," she said with an aristocratic haughtiness, ". you may each employ one hand . 
Rob .. your left hand . and Ben . your right hand .. slide slowly up from my stocking tops till you find the 
waistband of my thong panties .. .. let me know when you have a good hold of them, but do it slow and 


carefull" 


They leaned forward on their knees . Rob's eyes drinking in the sight of her legs in these high sexy boots and 
the lace at the tops of her stockings . he and Ben both eased their hands up from the tops of the boots over 
her sleek warm thighs . up under the rubber dress they found (Benjamin first this time) the narrow band of 
delicate cloth that made her waistband. She could see both men were still very erect while they were 


"assisting" her. 


"Working together . gently take my panties down so | can step out of them." She often liked just having them 
ripped and removed, but only with one playmate at a time. Getting two of them THAT kind of excited might 
mismanage the moment. Tonight's duo (and hoped for destination) called for different handling. 


The two on their knees gently pulled her thong down and carefully slid them down the long warm leather to 


her ankles. 


"Give me your free hands," she commanded, and they complied. Steadied by their hands, like footmen helping a 
lady down from a gilded carriage, she lifted her right foot first, and Rob slipped it off past the glossy black 
stiletto heel .. And as she lifted her left, Rob helped Ben do likewise. 


With both feet on the floor once more, she released their hands and said, "I'll take those." Ben offered the soft 
handful of lace on his upturned palm. She took them and tossed them into the corner, onto the black dress she 
had taken off. "Thank you, boys," she gave them a bit of a leer, "Please me again, and | will reward you both." 
She ran her fingers through the hair of both men as they knelt in front of her. "Kiss the toes of these 


boots," she commanded. 


Both men bowed down to obey, and she thrilled as she felt their lips on the tops of her feet . the power she 
had over them. "Lick my ankles too," she added, enjoying the sight of them kowtowing, ".. and | should be 
hearing ‘Yes, Mistress" when | give you instruction, or do | need to teach your cute butts with a crop?" her 


haughtiness was peaking as two naked men on their knees and elbows moved to lick her leather sheathed legs. 


"Yes, Mistress," they said in unison . "Thank you, Mistress," Rob added, which she liked. She wondered if she 


was being thanked for the correction . or for her forbearance in not punishing them. 

"Kiss your way up my legs .. slowly," she ordered, ".. but no higher than my stocking tops." 

"Yes, Mistress," they both responded .. a bit muffled with their asses in the air and their mouths on her legs. 
She watched them straighten their spines as they placed kisses on her calves and knees . thighs . and then 
felt their warm lips on her stocking tops . their breath and their noses brushing the bare skin of her upper 
thighs. She waited to see if they would stop when their instruction was fulfilled . but both of them kept kissing 
along the lines of her stocking tops .. 


"Is there something near to where your lips are . where either of you would LIKE to put your tongue?" she 


asked with a lecherous smile. 

"Yes, mm, Mistress" each man said . she felt Ben's cock touch her just below the knee. 

"Very well, then .." she hesitated for effect, a slight smile on her lips, "Let me see you kiss Each Other .. and | 
will let you BOTH show me what you each can offer a Lady with your lips and tongue." She took a graceful 


step backward on her high heels, stood imperious over them, and gazed at them expectantly. 


"Yes, Mistress," Rob said . but Ben wore a troubled expression behind his blacked-out goggles .. "Dude," Rob 


said .. "| know you can't see her, but believe me . you'd have to be a fag Not To. 
Susanna watched expectantly and was pleased to see Ben relent. He nodded once and said, "Okay. 

"You MEAN .." she left it hanging to let him know she expected a bit more. 

"Yes, Mistress," Ben said. He turned leaning a bit toward Rob, and they exchanged a smooch on the lips. 


"Oh COME ON, boys," she said, chiding them. "If a peck on the lips is all you've got, | don't want whatever 
you've got for me." She strode back and forth in front of them. "Give me three seconds of Good kissing to 


convince me." She slipped her little remote control out and changed the music .. cuing up Pink Floyd's "Wish You 


Were Here." 


The two on their knees turned to each other again . and kissed. Susanna watched and counted softly, "one ... 


two ... three .." 
The fellows broke their liplock and tried to look dignified. 


"That was sweet, boys," she said. "Now that you've shown a little brotherly love ... l'm willing to see how you 
treat a sister." 


The opening guitar solo on the stereo dripped with sex as she stepped with a delicious stride past them to the 
giant plush red rose in the deepest corner of the room She turned and settled her ass deliciously on two lower 
leaves and leaned back, revealing that the pop-art sculpture was actually a narrow seat . her Throne. She 
delicately lifted her feet from the floor and set stilettos down on two widely spaced leaves near the floor . 
parting her legs wide. 


"Kneel before me, boys," she commanded, ". on your knees HERE." She pointed at the spot on the white carpet 
just in front of her seat, where the Twister dots ran out. 


"Yes, Mistress," they replied Rob got up quickly to obey .. but looked back at Ben, groping to turn the right 
direction. Rob took a step back and helped Ben get up and walk the few steps to their Mistress. 


"You are a good brother, Robby .. and a gentleman, | hope." She reached down beside her throne plucked up a 
red silk rose with a long black stem. She turned it in her hands to reveal that it was actually a crop, about I8 


inches long, with the bloom at the pommel. 


"Thank you, Mistress .. | hope | am," he answered, settling to his knees in front of her, clearly wanting to gaze 
at her parted flower, but (like a gentleman) keeping his eyes up to look into her's. 


Susanna eased her red rubber dress up a bit at the hem, baring her pussy to easy view (to Rob . Ben still 
being blind and looking a bit hapless on his knees beside him). She put her hand on her bare upper thigh and 
drew her fingers up to part her labia wider .. she had been slick and wanting from the time she ordered them 
to strip. She ran her fingertips through the narrow patch of pubic hair. She'd had Mrs. Karl groom her 
yesterday so she was smooth everywhere except for the "little Hitler mustache" she requested there. 


"Robby," she whispered, ". as the little cake in Alice In Wonderland said .. Eat Me." 


"Thank you, Mistress," he replied quietly . and slipping his hands under and around the bare backs of her upper 
thighs, he lowered his lips to part her. She felt his hot tongue slip inside her .. deeper than she expected (she 
never asked how long their tongues were) . then he traced circles around her clit with the tip of his tongue, 
kissing it and letting out an aroused groan. She thrilled to feel the vibration, and she let out a gasp ... and 


another .. 


He used his nose, lips, and tongue with skill . better than she'd been expecting "out here in the sticks" as 
Michael kept referring to it. She looked to her right . the wall beside her was a long mirror which afforded 
her a delicious side view of this lovely spectacle .. two handsome men, naked on their knees between her legs 
to serve her whims and sate her urgent needs. She could see from this angle that Ben's cock was starting to 
droop a bit. She guessed he was disheartened .. blind, on his knees, and waiting in line. Rob, on the other hand, 
was hard as iron and thick and throbbing as he devoured her .. She thrilled to see a long clear drip of precum 
droozling from his tip, and swinging as he lunged face first to please her. Knowing how excited he was just to 
be giving her service excited her . and his service was so Good .. she felt a climax rising within her with 
unexpected swiftness. She traced the line of Rob's strong back and shoulder with the leather tip of the crop . 
letting out a long soft cry as she felt the wave of the orgasm welling up .. and she gave a piercing cry as it 
broke . Rob moaning into her and lashing her with his tongue to drive it on. 


She rode that wave for most of a minute before her moans eased into crooning sighs . giving sound to her 
approval .. "Mmm .. that was lovely, Robby ... Now move aside to give Benjamin his turn. .... Don't go far ... l'm 
going to want YOU again" 


Rob uncoiled his arms from around Susanna's thighs and scooted to his right to make room for Ben at the 
altar of their worship. Ben reached out and touched her knee with one hand, and found his position without 
help. She watched expectantly, still catching her breath from the orgasm Rob had given her. "Welcome to the 
Machine" came up on the stereo. He didn't pause or wait for instruction, but slipped his hands under the 
cheeks of her ass, his shoulders pressing her thighs wider, and he thrust his tongue inside her, the straight 
line of his nose sliding against her clit. She felt him flutter inside her, and she wondered how Mrs. Karl had 
managed to find TWO with .. [gasping] .. such talent .. in the middle of Canada 


It took a little longer for Ben to get her close to the edge .. "Have a Cigar" was nearly over before she gripped 
him by the hair and whipped her own leg with the crop .. crying out wildly as the multiple climax made her 
thrash and quake in the flower seat. Breathless . she gasped to Rob . "Both of you .. Now.’ 


Rob moved closer, slipping her leather clad leg over his right shoulder. She slipped her right leg over Ben's 
shoulder, her stiletto heels crossed both men's lumbar. She took them by the hair ... guiding them. She gave 
Ben the tending of her clit .. and pushed Rob down to snake his long tongue inside her .. her head thrown back, 
watching in the mirror as they served her hurgrily. Both were erect, and she knew they had thoughts of 
thrusting their cocks inside her. She was tempted to command it .. or just allow it .. having them both at once 
~ having one take her from behind while she sucked the other's cock .. or being sandwiched on the bed 
between them, with both of them in her .. but .. she was feeding another hunger now. She had them collared, 
and they knew their place in her service. She was feasting on the Power she had over them .. savoring their 


obedience as she dominated them. 


As if in response to her thoughts of subjugation, she felt Rob's tongue move further down to lick her ass, 
giving Ben more room to show off his skill at sucking clit with his fluttering tongue. The combined mouths of 
two men devouring her sent her over the edge again .. gasping . gasping . and then squealing as her heels 


bruised their backs. She stung Rob across the hip and ass with three strokes of the crop. He responded by 


thrusting his tongue inside her. Her cries were long and, she thought, had to be audible elsewhere on the bus. 
It wouldn't have mattered if she cared to be discreet. She couldn't be quiet. 


When her long climax finally subsided, she was breathless. She released their hair and eased her legs off the 
men's shoulders. They were both panting too and looking pleased with themselves. 


"Good boys," she crooned .. "I'm going to have to be awfully nice to you both for that" She adjusted herself on 
her throne, smoothing down the hem of her red rubber dress, and regaining enough composure to look more 
regal than freshly ravaged. She smiled at her playthings where they knelt . Rob smiling back . Ben still blind 


waiting intently for what came next. Susanna imagined he hoped it would be HIM. 


| can see you boys are VERY aroused. | have used you well and gotten you both so VERY hard and wanting.” 
She stood (and managed not to wobble) . "I just know when | start being nice to you .. you are going to want to 
take control .. but you really will need to leave it to me." She stepped to the mirror in which she had watched 
them .. and reached up to pull down thick chains from the ceiling above. Attached to the chains were black 
leather wrist cuffs that had shiny steel buckles, and an attached steel spreader-bar 12 inches long to prevent 
one hand from being able to reach and unbuckle the other. "Stand up now .. and | will get you both nicely 
restrained .. so you can both relax and receive the pleasure | have for you without being tempted to ... Usurp 


my control." 


Both Rob and Ben got up .. their dicks hard and jutting out in front of them. She took Rob by the hand and 
placed him next to the throne, facing away from the mirror. She carefully buckled on each cuff . making sure 
they were snug but not too tight. They wouldn't cut off his circulation, but he couldn't slip out of them, even 
if he tried hard. She pressed a button on her little remote control, and the chains were drawn slowly up by 
some humming electric motor in the ceiling until Rob stood with his arms held taught overhead . but his feet 
still comfortably flat on the shag carpet. 


"That's nice," she said, taking his erection in her hand and stroking it gently. "Now let's get Benjamin taken care 
of" The Pink Floyd album was past the title track and into its home stretch . "Shine On You Crazy Diamond pt. 
VI-IX" and Susanna wanted to use her mouth to drive the boys mad to this music. She quickly buckled on Ben's 


restraints . he accepted it, but seemed a little reluctant to be bound. 
‘Is this really necessary?" he asked. 


She pushed another button on her little remote, and his arms were drawn up over his head. She stood close to 


him and breathed on his chest, running her finger-tips along the length of his erection. 


"Oh yes .... | know how badly you're going to want to get off," she whispered, ".. and if | don't restrain you both 
. one or the other of you would get a handful of my hair and fuck my mouth like | was a little slave girl" She 
picked up the glistening drop of precum from the end of Ben's cock and traced it around his own lips, "Wouldn't 


you?" 


"Perhaps so .." he relented . 


"I will accept, ‘Yes, Mistress’ or you'll get the crop instead of my tongue," she stepped away, picking up the 
crop where it had fallen during her explosive climaxes. 


"Yes, Mistress," he said, somewhat grudgingly. 


She got on her knees between the two men, placed the crop on the floor, and ran her hands up the backs of 
Ben's legs. She ran her tongue from his sack, along the underside of his shaft, and around and around his head, 
as he gasped and then moaned. She took his head in her mouth and gently gripped and tugged his balls. Her 
mouth slid one lonnng slowww stroke down his cock until her nose was in his dark pubic hair, and she could feel 
his head pressing past her uvula .. as a singer, she could not afford to have her throat fucked . not by a cock 
this long. With the men chained, she could do whatever she liked for a long as she liked without risking damage 


to her voice. 


She held him there swirling her tongue against his throbbing shaft and she let him feel a muffled 
"MMMMMMmMmmmmmmm" deep in her throat. She loved his breathlessness in response to the vibration. 
As she slowly began to slide her lips back up to encircle his head, she sucked and squeezed his balls . and then 
fluttered her tongue against the tip. She could taste him, salty and slick. As she licked his head again and again 
like a Tootsie-Pop, she heard Ben whisper .. "oh .. oh God." 


‘MmmmmmHmmmmmm." she responded, loving that she had him evoking a deity. She gave a sideways glance 
up to see if Rob was watching. He was. She reached over with her right hand to grip and stroke him as well . 
but kept her mouth on Ben . stroking up and down his shaft now .. but more and more slowly. Ben's hips were 
rocking . trying to thrust . trying to steal control from her . and she was going slower to frustrate that. She 
had him in dire want .. and she was pretty sure he was used to getting off as soon as it suited him. She 
wasn't going to allow either of them to get off yet. 


She took her mouth off Ben .. touching him with a gentle teasing hand . "Do you LIKE it, Benjamin?" she asked 
playfully. 


Ben was panting .. "Oh God, Yes!" he said urgently, clearly hoping she would resume the exquisite blowjob once 


he answered, 


She picked up the crop and held it horizontally between Ben's inner thigh and his balls. "Put your legs together 
. hold my crop for me. Its Robby's turn for my favors, and YOU forgot something. If you hold my crop till | 


come back for it, | won't punish you." 


"Yes, Mistress," Ben said, clearly realizing what he forgot and just as clearly very frustrated to have his 
pleasure postponed. 


She turned her attention to Rob .. again putting her hands on the backs of his calves and moving them up his 
thighs. She nuzzled his hardness and licked the underside of his shaft and then traced the tip of her tongue 


around the rim of his splendid head, so thick and seeming to grow before her eyes. She took his balls in one 


hand and his shaft in the other, and licked slowly, like a soft-serve ice cream cone . looking up into his eyes . 
knowing that seeing her like this was something he was going to treasure in his memory until his dying day. 
Poor Ben in his blindfold had to make do with his imagination and the sensations. Robby was looking down at her 
with his eyes steamed over, hanging onto the stout chains overhead for support as she opened her mouth and 


took his thick head inside .. and slowly licked and sucked her way down to the base of his shaft. 


He moaned ... she replied with a muffled crooning that made his breath halt .. then she began long slow 
fongue-lashing strokes in time with the slow sensual music . the long lovely instrumental phases at the end of 
"Wish You Were Here." Before long, Rob was barely able to stay on his feet . his legs were trembling, his knees 
weak, his well-muscled arms and hands were hanging onto the chains with white knuckles . and his moans 
followed every stroke of her lips and tongue. She could tell he KNEW she was deliberately delaying his climax . 


and he seemed enraptured by the pleasure and frustration. He was giving himself over completely to her will. 


She came up for air and eased herself into a sitting position between the two men . both erect and glistening 
with her saliva and their own precum .. "You boys have beautiful cocks .. | could just suck on them all night ... 
but | don't think you could stand the tension of being this close to the edge for that long." She paused for just 
a moment, looking at the rose of the crop sticking out from between Ben's legs . like a red and black second 


penis below Ben's long curved member. "| am WONDERING which one of you | will wind up getting off tonight" 
"What? ... Mistress?" came the sudden reply from Ben . a bit sharp. 


She smiled and knelt up, tugging her crop free from between Ben's legs. She breathed her next words on Ben's 
cock while her free hand gripped and stroked his shaft .. "I said ..| am Wondering WHICH one of you | will wind 


up allowing to climax in my mouth tonight." 


Ben said nothing for a few moments . processing what she was saying along with the renewed pleasure of her 
hands . and now her mouth too . on his erection. "Do you mean to say .. only ONE of us will be allowed to 


come’... Mistress?" 


She sucked his entire length in until his head was at the back of her throat .. and she swirled her tongue 
against his shaft before slowly drawing back . her lips pursed around him. She let his head out from the circle 
of her lips with a wet kissing sound .. 


"Well," she said in a coy mischievous way, "The one | get off ... will be whichever one of you two . who gets 
down and blows the other while | watch." She resumed kissing down the underside of Ben's shaft and then 
licking slowly back to his head . while she waited for his wheels to turn and the next shoe to drop. 


"So ." Ben finally spoke, in spite of the risk of interrupting his current considerable pleasure, "What if neither 
of us consent to doing that? .. Mistress?" 


Susanna slipped his head inside her mouth and twirled her tongue around and around his head until he started 
to gasp with the intensity of the sensation, and his hips started to rock as he desperately tried to thrust 
deeper into her mouth. She moved back easily . keeping just his head in the circle of her lips. When she heard 


him whimper . she finally opened her mouth and let him out of the intense teasing pleasure and torment. 


"That WOULD be a shame ." she said, ".. | do SO want to feel hot come spurting across my tongue .. but only 
one of you .. and THAT means the other one has to get off first .. while | watch." She looked up sideways at 
Rob, who'd said nothing so far. "I'm only asking one of you to do what you Both want from me .. and as for 
‘consent .. you both signed a release and a contract to Obey and participate in whatever game | propose 
without a fuss. I'm not asking either of you to decide yet. | am enjoying both of you from THIS angle right 


now. 


She took Rob by the cock and pulled him closer and took all of him in her mouth, swirling with her tongue and 
letting out a warm moan of pleasure, feeling how hard and hot he was. Then she slowly withdrew her lips and 
did the same for Ben .. a long slow stroke, and back up . to speak, "But if nobody volunteers .." she went all the 
way down on Rob again . and back up, " .. | can tease you both all night." She switched back to Ben, ".. and 
you'll both be unable to walk by morning." 


The last notes of "Shine On You Crazy Diamond" played out .. and the sterio burst forth with The Beatles’ 
"Come Together" as she continued to blow both of them .. with a skilled and knowing hand on each of their 
shafts, her mouth blessed them with several strokes each before switching between them. The two men hung 
from their chains and trembled with heat, completely at the mercy of their petite Mistress on her knees. 


She was careful to be aware of how urgent each man was getting . and was sure to switch to the other if 
one of them seemed dangerously close. The next song was George Harrison's "Something." She matched her oral 
attentions to the tempo and listened to their halting breath . and felt the tension of their muscles .. and soon 
they were both moaning desperately. When the music got to "Oh! Darling" she knew she'd better let them 
catch their breath. She needed to as well. 


She let Ben slip out of her mouth and got up from her knees. "I need some water," she said, "And you boys 


would probably like a bit too." 
They hung there with their raging erections, powerless. "Yes, Mistress," they both panted. 


She strutted on her stilettos and came back with a plastic sports bottle of cool water. She sucking 
suggestively on the plastic straw .. the red of her lipstick had worn off on their cocks. She drank . and then 
passed the straw up to Rob's lips, and he sucked the straw, taking several swallows of the cool water 


gratefully. 
Ben spoke up. "Are we to be teased like this all night, then?" 


She passed the water bottle to Ben's lips, and he took hold of it with his lips and sucked. "If you boys are 
stubborn enough to deny your Mistress what she asks .. then YES. If one of you doesn't Man Up and suck the 
other's cock .. then the Rewards | want so much to bestow will only be desperate teasing and frustration until 


sunrise.” 


Ben paused . and Susanna wondered if he was about to confess his willingness to Obey .. but instead he asked, 


"Do we HAVE to have the Beatles on then? | hate the Beatles." 


A positively stern expression came over Susanna's face. She lowered the sports bottle and gave it a squeeze . 


causing cold water to jet out onto Ben's cock. 


"Nobody ... Hates ... The Beatles," she pronounced with unmistakable finality, as "Octopus's Garden’ came on. 
"Maybe something bad happened to someone while The Beatles were playing. Maybe someone you hate Loved 
them and you can't sort out the person from the music .. but Nobody .. Hates .. The Beatles." As she spoke, 
she strode across the space to the stereo and picked up a big set of cordless Hi-Fi Headphones . and brought 
them back. She switched them on, and a tiny red light on one side of the headphones winked on. "But since YOU 
seem to think that beggars can be choosers .. | won't cast pearls before swine. Enjoy the alternative 


entertainment, Misssster Benjamin" 

She reached up and settled the headphones over Ben's ears, making sure the thick cushioning on each side was 
snug. There was a small volume knob on the side of the phones, which she reached up to give a half-turn, and 
smiled to see Ben make a face. 

"What the fuck is THAT?" Ben complained in a louder than conversational voice 

Susanna pulled one of the phones away from his ear and replied in the same loud pitch, "Lawrence Welk!" She 
released the phone and let it smack back into place over his ear .. sealing him in his blindfolded darkness with 
the old fuddy-duddy and his orchestra She turned to Rob with a cherubic smile .. "I guess there's no pleasing 
some people." 

She took a moment to retouch her lipstick .. then took Rob by his cock with both hands . stroking and pulling 
like she wanted him to follow her somewhere, but he was still chained, his knees still wobbly from most of two 
albums worth of music and her artful mouth. The next song was "I Want You (She's So Heavy)" .. and she 
thought how perfectly the look on his face matched the song . his steamed over eyes. 

"Do you want me, Robby?" . she asked in a whisper, licking his chest. 

"Yes, Mistress," he breathed. 

"Will you give me anything | ask?" 

"Yes, Mistress." 

She smiled and bit her lip. "Will you suck Benjamin's cock until he comes?" 


He hesitated, then answered ."| will ... If you command me." 


Susanna smiled . She'd been getting the feeling Rob was actually getting INTO the submission, just as she had 


gradually gotten the feeling Benjamin was going to wind up being too "Alpha-straight" and accustomed to 
priviledge to properly submit to her expectations. 


She stroked Rob's cock with one hand and pulled his balls with the other. "Do | need to keep you chained? .. or 


will you be my obedient slave?" 
‘lam yours," he said. 


She slipped the remote control out of the small pocket on her red rubber dress and lowered the chains Rob 
was held by. She was just about to unbuckle his wrists, when Ben spoke up unexpectedly. 


"Okayyy .. Lawrence Welk sucks .. I'll have the Beatles instead .. please .. Mistress.” 

Susanna rolled her eyes impatiently, interrupting her unbuckling to walk back to the toy drawer by the bed. 
She came back with a ball gag, which she slipped into Ben's mouth, and before he could try to object, she 
fastened the strap behind his head, seeing that it didn't interfere with the headphones sealing him in with only 
the sounds of Welk. She picked up the crop from where she had placed it between the feet of the two men, 
and finished unbuckling Rob's wrists. He was able to stand with a bit of wobble in his hard muscled legs. 

"On your knees," she commanded, pointing at the floor in front of her with the end of the crop. 


Rob dropped to his knees without hesitation, looking up at her . "Yes, Mistress." 


She smiled at him, and smacked the side of her leather clad calve with the crop. "Kiss my boots," she 


commanded. 


"Yes, Mistress," he said, his cock still raging hard . and he bowed down to obey, kissing the tops of her feet. 


She caressed the curve of his muscular buttox with the end of her crop. 
"Have you ever sucked a cock before, Robby?" 


Up from her feet came a muffled, "No, Mistress." 


"Well," she said, "You have the advantage of knowing how YOU like it. This one is blind, deaf, and dumb .. if 
you're good, he won't know that your mouth isn't MINE" 


"My mouth IS yours, Mistress," he said, licking around her ankle, and she knew she and he were both tempted 
to let him put his tongue inside HER again . but she could resist a bit longer for the spectacle of this. 


"Show me then .. Get your mouth on that cock." She tapped his ass with the crop, and Rob knelt up and turned 
to face where Ben stood, still held up by his chains and held in darkness with cheesy music from a by-gone 
era. He put his hands on the sides of his counterpart's thighs and took the end of his flagging cock in his 
mouth .. Susanna watching closely. "Share that tongue of yours . the one you shared with me earlier . | KNOW 


he's going to love that," she whispered. 


She watched Rob work his lips and tongue around the end of Ben's cock, before sliding cautiously down over his 
shaft . getting about half of him in before retreating back up to lick his head. She doubted he would be able to 
take all of him into the back of his throat as she had done. 


"Use one of your hands on his lower shaft as you move up and down .." she said, ". and tug on his balls. He 
responds nicely to having the skin of his cock pulled taught during a hot tongue lashing.” The long "She's So 
Heavy" ride up and down the scale was on, and Rob obeyed her direction . not shirking his duty for a second. 
Susanna admired the flashes of his quick tongue seen on the underside of Ben's shaft .. inspiration she knew 
Rob was adding to the service he was giving based on what he liked done to himself. 

She looked at Rob's cock . still hard in her service, and she imagined how lovely it was going to be to have him 


in her mouth again .. IF he completed this task. 


Ben's expression was hard to read with his eyes covered and his lips encircling the red ball of the gag, and the 
leather straps crossing both cheeks to hold it in place .. but he began letting out moans and muffled whimpers 


"He's trying to resist you," she said . "Don't let him stop you from pleasing me," she commanded. She tapped 
Rob twice on the ass with the crop. Rob thrashed Ben's shaft with his tongue, and sucked his head as his hand 
stroked down the slick length again and again. "Don't let him stop you from Earning the pleasure | have for 
you." "Here Comes the Sun" came and passed as Rob worked dutifully on his knees. 


She delighted to see Ben struggling between his need to come and his knowing that it was NOT Her lips that 
were wrapped around him .. perhaps listening to voices in his head telling him to resist and deny the other man 
what he knew he was not going to get . and the lying voice telling him that for all he knew . it might actually 
BE Her sucking him now, and he should let his seed pulse hot and hard into her mouth before she changed her 


mind again. 


She also delighted in how Rob responded to the crop, and how passionately he was working to fulfill her whim. 
She could still see the mark on his back from her stiletto heel when he was devouring her. "Because" gave way 
to "You Never Give Me Your Money" .. and Susanna could see Ben about to break, his knees trembling and 
buckling. She whipped Rob's ass with the crop. 


"You HAVE him, Robby .. Please please mel” she said urgently, realizing she hadn't meant to strike him but was 


lost in the excitement. 


Ben let out a long high muffled cry around the gag .. and spasmed like a trophy fish held up to be measured 
and weighed. Susanna watched closely as come ran out of the corners of Rob's mouth and ran down his chin, 
dripping onto his arms. Rob kept on sucking and stroking until Ben's cock stopped pulsing, and his cries became 
only the whistling of air being sucked through the hole through the middle of the ball . Ben trying to catch his 
breath. 


Susanna took Robby by the hand and helped him up .. "Oh Good," she said, "I knew | wanted to have you in my 
mouth for this song" She led him to the bed and shoved him down on his back .. parting his legs with the crop, 
and bending down over him as the sounds of "Sun King" filled the room, and she filled her mouth with his 
throbbing erection 


She quickly had him moaning and gasping .. and soon even thrashing and bucking . but she took her sweet time. 
She made it last for the next seven songs on the album ... and had him begging her .. worshiping her ... praying 
to her before she gave him permission and Made Him spout and pulse hot come into her mouth to the final 


lyric, "And in the end .. the love you take .. is equal to the love you make." 


With his load still hot in her mouth, she pounced on him and kissed him deep, sharing the taste of him as the 
final song; "Her Majesty" did it's little jig. 


Rob lay their breathless and exhausted .. moaning and unable to move. She surveyed the sight of her work 
with pleasure . his hard muscles now limp . his cock finally softening with her lipstick around his base again 


She smiled down at him as he lay like a crashed aircraft . helpless in her bed. 


"Catch your breath and then fetch us some cold water," she said, "| want what | just gave you .. for an entire 
album." 


"Yes, Mistress," he said and tried to get up. She put her hand in middle of his hard chest and shoved him back 


down. 


‘Catch your Breath first, | said" She smiled and picked up a pink banana phone on the bedside table. "Hello . 
Mrs. Karl .. ONE of the boys will be staying with us another night . at least. Yes . you KNOW which one. The 
other can be fed and given his ticket back to Moose-Sack Ontario or where ever. ... No . he was a good boy. He 


did the best he could, poor thing. But | am keeping the best one." 


She hung up the phone and pushed a few buttons on her little remote control. Rob got up slowly and went for 
the water. She called up Pete Townsend's solo album, "Empty Glass" . and tossing the remote aside, unzipped 
and peeled off the shiny red rubber dress. As the opening chords of "Rough Boys" blared over the stereo, Rob 
came back with the water bottle. 


"Good boy," she said, taking it and drinking. "Unzip my boots and help me out of them." 


"Yes, Mistress," he said as he knelt on the foot of the bed and obeyed, finding the zippers down the back of 
each leg . and gently lifting her legs to release them from the long black sheaths of leather. She was relieved 
to feel her legs in just the sheer black stockings and garter belt again. She unhooked her bra and dropped it 
over the edge of the bed. When he had placed the boots on the floor beside the bed, Respectfully she noticed, 


as if he was accustomed to handling fine leather goods. 


"Do you know this album, Robby . "Empty Glass?" 


"Yes, Mistress," he said moving down on his flat stomach to the foot of the mattress to slip his arms under 
the backs of her thighs . licking his lips in anticipation of tasting her. 


"Good .. ten songs .. See how many times you can make me come before they're done," she commanded. He 
thrust his tongue inside her and drew circles around her clit with his nose. Soon he was lashing her clit with 
his long tongue, and she put one hand in his hair. She felt a climax rising in her already and she moaned. She 
knew that when the album was done, he would be hard again . and she would demand his cock in her from 


behind .. to slowly fuck her to sleep. 


As he devoured her .. she moved .. but she moved towards him. 


The Butler Did It 


Author's Notes: 
None of these events are real or true .. as far as YOU know .. and that goes almost DOUBLE for your mom. 


"The Butler Did It" 


Winnipeg Manitoba in late August was surprisingly cool, but The Bangles North American Tour still had gigs on 
the map heading higher into the mountains and well into October. Mrs. Karl packed warm clothes in case .. but 
tonight seemed like a comforting breezy English night like she remembered growing up. She never imagined 
then that she would be Butler to a Rockstar . "and a Procurer" she thought to herself with satisfaction, 
looking over the man who was finishing filling out his forms across the table on the tour bus. "I've been a lot 
of places and been a lot of things since coming to America," she thought smiling. In those days, (the early 
'bOs), she was Katherine Wood . but started going by Kay when she attended UCLA Berkley. Kay got three 
degrees and started dating a Philosophy Professor. She married and became Mrs. Karl in 1969. The rest of the 


band, roadies, and staff knew her only as Mrs. Karl. On this tour Susanna alone knew her as Kay.. 


She scanned and copied the man's Driver's License, inspected his concealed carry permit, and locked up his 
signed release along with his Beretta 84B in the bus's forward gunsafe. She had another gunsafe in her loft 
over Susanna's quarters where she kept her own "handies" . but all she had now was a Walther PPK/L 
strapped to her thigh along with a throwing knife. Aside from the two push daggers pretending to be part of 
her ornate belt and the silver hair-sticks holding her long dark hair in a neat arrangement that showed a swirl 


of grey .. she was practically unarmed .. but Canada was notoriously peaceful and friendly . wasn't it? 


She'd noticed the man was carrying before she approached him at the concert, shoulder holster under his 
denim jacket, but he was tall and handsome and fit, and had a swagger that she thought might give Susanna a 
variety of options in how she'd like to play with this one. Recently she HAD brought back two men at a time to 
hedge her bets, and Suze had gotten the best out of them. Mrs. Karl was pleased this fellow voluntarily 
surrendered his firearm before she even mentioned it. A good sign that he wasn't an insecure asshole who 
wore a gun to make up for something. On that point . she'd actually noticed his package through his jeans . 
she'd have to confess to Susanna later that she saw that Before she noticed the gun. She hoped Suze would be 
pleased with this selection . he was a dark-haired version of The Marlboro Man, 32 years old, six foot one, 


well groomed mustache, strong chin, and smelled nice. 


"What have you caught for me tonight, Mrs. Karl?" . Susanna appeared at her elbow, looking the man over 


where he sat. 


"This is William," she said, her crisp London accent still clear after all these years. "He says he's in private 


security," she raised an eyebrow and smiled at Susanna. "He asked if we had any openings.” 


Susanna returned the smile, then addressed the man. "Whether | have an .. opening for you, Will . remains to 


be discovered .. But | already have Security.” 


The man looked over his shoulder toward the back of the bus . then forward, where a somewhat paunchy 
driver was going over a checklist on a clip-board. He then smiled at the two ladies. Kay had been 
underestimated enough times to know what it looked like. That was fine by her .. Sun Tsu heavily lauded the 
element of surprise. She turned the folder with the questionaire over to her Mistress, pointing out one 
checked box indicating that Will had surrendered a small semiautomatic. Suze nodded and then started checking 
down the sheet for other particulars. She pursed her lips and then smiled again .. 


"Come see my room, Will" She took the tall dark stranger by the hand and led him back through the bus 


toward her chamber. "How long has it been since you played Simon Says? .. or in this case .. Susanna Says." 


Kay watched them until the door closed, then she got up briskly to tend to her duties. His gun and documents 
were secure in the safe . the cameras in Susanna's room were all switched on and recording. Kay needed to 
check sound levels for the mics, adjust noise reduction for whatever music Susanna put on, and be ready to 
collect the man's locked clothing bag within the next couple of minutes. Audio-visual tech was one of her 
recently learned areas of expertise. It was certainly more fun (if not more useful) than her Paralegal 
certification and her Locksmithing skills. There were half a dozen other skills at which she was expert that she 
wouldn't trade for anything, but this new hobby was proving to be a delight . as it would be a delight for her 
husband AND Susanna when the tour was over .. "Movie Night," she whispered to herself as she climbed the 
ladder to her loft. 


Susanna had aways been a bright student .. quick on the uptake. Kay could see her appetite for Domination was 
growing. She reflected on how Suze had been years ago . before The Bangles . a student at UCLA Berkley. She 
first met her when Mister Karl, "The Professor" told her he would be bringing a student home to dinner. Kay 
in those days was teaching self-defense and judo classes and had seen Susanna on campus. Professor and Mrs 
Karl played the rolls of a warm and friendly married couple as they sized up this charming young girl. After 
dinner, they had watched Woodstock in the living room with a few bottles of wine. Susanna had been excited to 


hear they had both attended Woodstock, AND that Kay had been at Monterey in ‘61. 


By the third time she joined them for dinner, Kay suggested to Susanna that the two of them might "surprise" 
her husband in the living room during the after-dinner movie. It was the risky moment . enticing the co-ed to 
cross a line, but Susanna had already confided that Professor Karl was one of the sexiest men she'd ever seen. 
They watched the Beatles "Help!" . and by the end of the movie Susanna and Kay were both on their knees in 
front of the couch, kissing eachother and taking turns taking him in their mouths. The three of them spent 
the night in bed together. She was over for dinner nearly every weekend after that. Before long they were 


introducing her to power exchange. 


At first it was, like that first night, Kay and Suze serving the Professor . but now with more ceremony, 
submission, commands, and discipline. Far from giving Susanna pause, the kink only seemed to intensify her 
excitement. By the Spring semester, Susanna had been given her own collar, and Professor Karl started giving 


her commands that involved Topping his wife while he watched. Kay had been very aroused, serving, being 


beaten by, and sating this beautiful blooming petite Domme . Especially when it became clear that Susanna was 


getting off on it . not merely being obedient to their Master. 


Up in her loft, Kay checked the sound levels and made a few slight adjustments. Suze was playing another 
Tangerine Dream album to start. The loft was little more than a crawl space with a comfortable palate bed, 
some drawers, and a collection of Audio-Visual equipment that made one side of the space look like a cockpit. 
Looking at the line of monitors, she lay on her side on the bed and watched. Susanna had her guest stripping 
off his clothes as she zipped up her own high boots. Kay loved those boots . she had helped Susanna pick them 
out, and she cleaned them after every "guest" When she was lucky (and there wasn't a gig) she got to clean 
them while Suze was still wearing them. She picked up the headphones and pushed one side to her ear . 
catching the dialog. 


".. Susanna SAYS . Underwear OFF ... .. .. Put them in the bag. No no no! . | didn't say...” 


“Susanna Says," he interjects nodding with a grin. Kay sees him bend down to take his red briefs out of the bag 
on the floor at his feet. 


“Susanna Says STOP." 
The man froze, bent over, reaching toward the bag. 


'| didn't say take them back out either ..... | think you might be bad at this." She saw Suze mince around 
behind him in that delicious step that always made Kay want to kneel. She watched her caressing the man's 
ass and reaching under to stroke his balls. “Susanna Says Hold this pose." 


She strode out of the picture, but another camera aimed at the rose-chair in the back corner showed on 
another monitor. Kay could see Susanna retrieving her black and red crop with the red rosebud in the pommel. 
Returning into view in the other monitor, she traced a line across the man's bare ass, and Kay wondered if 
Susanna would strike this early with an untested stranger. The line Susanna draws on his ass is just a caress .. 


and a hint of what might happen if the man's performance doesn't improve. She's still smiling afterall. 


“Susanna Says stand up straight" .. .. "Hands behind your back ... ah very good. Susanna SAYS hands behind 
your back." 


The man stood naked with his feet apart on the Twister Dots on the carpet .. hands obediently clasped behind 
his back. Susanna tucks the crop under one arm and pulls and fondles the man's cock and balls with both hands. 
Kay could see he is fully erect. Then Suze steps backward .. bends gracefully .. and lifts the canvas mail bag 
with the man's clothes inside. Watching her clasp and padlock it, Kay realizes she is in danger of being late to 
collect that bag and drops the headset on the bed quickly. She slipped back to the ladder and lowered herself, 


touching down silently just outside Susanna's door. 


Susanna always locked her door for these overnight play sessions on the bus . and Kay had a key, of course, 
but she had selected this lock specifically because a strong magnet would lift all the tumblers when palmed 


above the knob while turning. There were two ways into this room that were faster than fumbling for a key. 
The magnet was one. She opened the door as she always did . and Susanna was there in her high boots, holding 
out the bag. She smiled like she was going to have cake and icecream, and Kay took the bag from her, bowed, 


and closed the door. 


Suze and Kay had decided early on in their TOURING relationship that holding a gentleman's clothes "hostage" 
was a good way to ensure everyone played nice. There was never any doubt that Susanna could encourage a 
man to surrender every last stitch and button The release forms that Kay had them read and sign [whether 
they read every bit was up to them] made it clear that their things would be returned in the morning if they 
obeyed the rules, or would be mailed to them if they failed to do so. This worked the overwhelming majority 


of the time. She took the heavy canvas sack and stood it up in a locker and secured the door. 


She heard the sound of approaching revelry and saw the Petersen sisters coming onto the bus with another 
couple. They'd been bringing in couples, boyfriend and girlfriend, to play with after the last three shows. This 
couple were both blonde, bookish people in their late twenties, both with glasses. Kay imagined part of the fun 
was corrupting and debauching these straight-laced music fans. She'd told Susanna and even offered to put a 
cam in the Petersens' quarters [on the sly] to get a look at what THOSE private parties looked like. Suze 
seemed tempted, but said no. No doubt Suze would just ask them about it. 


Behind the Petersens and their "catch of the day," Kay could see Michael straggling in solo. Kay wasn't sure if 
she was extra-choosy .. had esoteric tastes in groupy lovers .. or something else. Kay had no doubt Michael 
could have any number of men [or women] she wanted, but tonight she would be alone with her books and 
guitars. Michael didn't appear down about it . but she was often a hard one to read. Kay watched as, first one 
. and then the other door closed behind their night-time occupants .. and the sound of the bus's engine 
increased its pitch. 


Kay tread quickly back up the ladder to her dark loft, and peered at the monitors. Susanna had the fellow, Will, 
on his knees in the middle of the twister dots . her legs parted as she stood delicously on those black stiletto 

heels, caressing the man's back with the end of the crop. Kay switched to a different monitor and got an angle 
from the side so she could see him hungrily licking between her legs. He still had his hands behind his back, and 
she had her fingers in his hair. 


Kay felt the bus begin to move and watched the monitors as both Susanna and her plaything swayed a bit, but 
kept their balance. She'd never seen Susanna falter on high heels, though she preferred low heels or flats on 
stage. Watching the man devouring her made Kay wish SHE was in the room below, being commanded and giving 
service. Part of the arrangement when Kay started touring with Suze was that any actual sex between them 
would require Mister Karl to give specific permission, which he rarely gave. Kay would call or send a message 
via pager, asking for permission to serve her Mistress. He would say Yes or No . and she would tell Susanna. If 
the answer was Yes, Kay would serve her in every intimate way Susanna asked. If the answer was No, she 
would get a beating with a guitar strap for obeying him instead of Her. There was no actual jealousy. The rules 
provided an excuse for orgasm denial, [and relief there-from] and very exciting discipline in between .. and it 


allowed Mr Karl to maintain a sense of control over his most cherished possession while she was far away. 


Kay let her hand slip down to pull up the hem of her dress and then pleasured herself while she watched 
Susanna nearing climax on the end of her plaything's tongue. His erection was magnificent, and Kay was eager 
to see Susanna at play with it. Kay would not climax . she was careful not to until her waking duties were 
complete and she was permitted to sleep. Still, the pleasure she was giving herself now heightened her 
enjoyment of watching her Mistress .. Susanna arched her back as she leaned forward and cried out . Kay 
grabbed up the headphones from the bed beside her to listen It was a long and beautiful gasping cry of 


pleasure . and Susanna's legs trembled. 


Just then Kay felt the bus lurch sideways. She put out a hand to keep from pitching off her low bed, and on 
the monitors, she could see both Susanna and Will teeter sideways and fall, Kay heard through the headphones 
Susanna's exclamation, "Fuck mel" Something unexpected out on the Canadian highway had forced the driver to 
manuver in haste, but they weren't slowing down, so Kay guessed there had not been a collision. Suze was 
sprawled on the shag rug, pushing herself up onto hands and knees. At first it appeared that the naked man 
was moving to help her up, Gentlemanclike, but Kay quickly realized he wasn't. 


"Heyl" Susanna snapped . "That was an exclamation. NOT an invitation" 


"Close enough." Kay heard Will say as he grabbed her by her hips and pulled her ass towards him. Kay listened 
intently with her eyes locked on the monitor, at the same time pushing open a trapdoor at the back of her 
loft. 


"Stop!" Susanna ordered. "I did not say, Susanna Says . l'm serious." 


"You didn't say ‘Susanna Says' when you told me to stop either." He said . And Kay saw him pull her back and 


knew at that moment he was penetrating her from behind. 


Kay tossed the headphones aside and launched herself through the trapdoor in front of her. There was a steel 
pole there that ran down into Susanna's room . the sort that strippers and variety artists used for 
entertainment, and which firemen used for a quick decent. Kay slid down the pole head first like an Israeli 
commando. She spun on the pole as she came down to see the room. She was unobserved, but could see two 
things happening . He was fucking Susanna hard .. and SHE was reaching back between her legs with the handle 
of the rose-crop. Mr Will was about to be disagreeably surprised. 


Susanna had only used it once during the American leg of this tour .. but hiding a electric stun gun inside the 
handle of the IB inch crop had paid off before, when someone didn't respect the word No. As Kay gripped the 
pole and did a round-off to place both her feet firmly on the floor, she heard the discharge of the stun-gun, 
and both the naked man AND the petite female launched themselves flat on the thick rug with shouts of pain. 


He rolled off of her, grabbing his scrotum with both hands where he had just received a fairly excrusiating 
electric shock. He had an angry, anguished expression, and let out a roar through grit teeth. Susanna, also in 
pain, having taken a significant jolt of electricity through his cock while it was inside her, hopped up on her 
knees like a predator, crop raised high, and whipped him savagely across the face as she spat at him .. 


"|. DID .. NOT .. SAY .. SUSANNA SAYS Ill" 
Kay stepped quickly between the two on the floor, interposing herself. She glanced at Suze, "Are you ok?" 


Susanna looked up at her. "I electrocuted my lady-parts to get this asshole off me. THAT was a flavor of 
hard-core | was NOT in line to try!" 


Kay nodded .. then addressed the naked man holding his scorched balls. "While you're down there, go ahead and 
roll onto your stomach .. and put your hands behind your back" Kay was accustomed to her British accent 


often conveying a politeness that did not speak the seriousness of her instructions. 


"Fuck THAT, lady .. l've had my hands behind my back enough tonight," he said defiantly, propped on one elbow 
as he rubbed his balls. "I'm going to recover from this . and then this little twat is going to give me MINE." 


"That." Mrs Karl said with steely calm, ". Ils NOT what's going to happen. You have abused Ms. Hoffs' generous 
hospitality and will shortly be expelled from the bus. Until we are ready to do that, you will be restrained" She 
pulled up the top flap on the side of her belt where her handcuffs were. She could see he knew what she 


meant . and that he was not ready to cooperate. 
"| just said, FUCK that, lady." 


Will rolled away with a grunting effort and managed to get back on his feet. Kay stepped towards him 
cautiously, her eyes watching for two things . any tensing of his muscles for attack . and any sign that this 
man had formal martial arts training. She hoped a stance or small movement would tell her what to expect. 
Instead she saw only that she was still being Underestimated. Will stepped toward her with a casual backhand 
gesture to brush her aside . making straight for Susanna, who was getting to her feet as well. Kay took hold 
of his left arm with her right hand and pivoted heavily, catching him behind the neck with her other hand, 


turning him off balance and throwing him down hard on his face on a section of floor NOT occupied by Suze. 


“Susanna .. find a neutral corner please." Kay said clearly, as if asking a small favor. Will was getting up, looking 
angry. "Sir . you really should stay down. You are going to get hurt if you keep getting up, and | can't release 


you into the wild if you get injured ... well ... not with a totally clear conscience anyway." 


She saw his first step starting and his fist cocking back . apparently either he still didn't think she rated any 
formal fighting technique . or Canada was such a peaceful land, rubes could work in "Private Security" with no 
more than a Rock-em-Sock-em Robots familiarity with open hand physical management. She moved right so 
her next throw would aim him away from the big wall mirror. As she expected, he corrected his direction, and 
she caught the punch and used his own momentum to throw him down hard on his face again . this time on 
the floor at the foot of the bed. She followed him down and landed on his back, levering his right arm up 
behind his back. 


He began trying to roll over, but she stopped him with her voice and a firm grip on his thumb. "IF you try to 
get up .. Ill break it" He stopped trying to roll . and relaxed with a huff of exasperated breath. She slapped the 


handcuffs on the first wrist .. but kept her grip on his thumb. "... Your OTHER . hand?" 
"God Damn it .." he said as he obeyed, "You bitches are going to get sued" 


"You better HOPE rot, Sir "Kay said as she cuffed his other wrist, "We have your signature on a release 


from indemnity which included a non-disclosure agreement.” 


Will only repeated with growing anger . "You Bitches are going to get sued. | will find a way. You lure me in 


here, electrocute my nuts, beat me up, and hold me prisoner. You can't treat me this way!" He was shouting. 


Kay rolled him over like a big sack of hockey equipment and sat on his chest. She reached into a breast pocket 
and pulled out a small bottle with a black rubber dropper attached to the lid. She opened the bottle and 
carefully measured a quantity of the clear liquid inside. "Susanna . would you tear for me a strip of duct tape 


approximately six inches long?" 


"Why certainly, Mrs. Karl .. right away, Mrs. Karl," Susanna said .. in a bit of a vile humor for the pain and 
mess the otherwise lovely evening had suddenly turned out to be. She went to the bedside drawer where all 
the other toys and goodies were, and tore off a strip of black tape just as long as a dollar bill is wide, and 


came to kneel beside Kay, where she straddled her prisoner. 
The man looking up distrustful of these preparations finally burst out, "What the HELL is ... " 


„and when he did, Kay squirted a JET of water from her dropper . directly into his mouth .. and Susanna 
gleefully put the tape over his mouth . to shut him up, and to keep him from spitting out the liquid. 


"Thank you, Ms. Hoffs .. expertly done." Kay said with a smile. Looking then into Will's angry eyes, she said, 
"That was just a little mood-aduster to enhance your enjoyment of the rest of your night. I'll put you back on 
your belly so you can rest comfortably while you wait." She got up and rolled the sack of hockey equipment 
over. She took a length of black silk rope from the drawer and lashed his ankles together with a clove hitch, 
eight thraps, and another clove hitch. He would NOT be getting back up for a while . and when the generous 
dose of lysergic acid diethylamide started to work . he probably wouldn't remember there was any more to 


the universe than lying comfortably on white shag carpet. 
"Are you alright?" she asked Susanna again. Suze was sitting on the edge of her bed, and Kay knelt at her feet. 
"Yes ... yes ...' Suze answered with hesitation . "What the hell is the bus dodging on the highway anyway?" 


lm afraid | neglected to inquire before coming down the pole." Kay said with a dry smirk, "| will certainly 


inquire on that subject when | make arrangements with Charlie to let this one off." 


"Well .. since Prince Charming here turned out to be a rapey asshole, YOU will have to serve me in bed tonight 


in his stead." Susanna's expression was serious, but then she winked. 


Kay answered, inclining her head in a bow, "I will send the request to Professor Karl right away. He is two 
hours behind us and may still be awake." She smiled and got to her feet. "I will have a few things to do to 
prepare . the guest .. for his unceremonious departure .. Especially since he threatened legal action You .. the 
band, and this tour don't need any unpleasant news stories following you. | have something prepared in case 


this came up." 


Susanna smiled, and Kay dragged the naked asshole over (not worrying about rug burns) and dropped him near 
the door. Then she shimmied back up the pole (making it look easy) to disappear into her loft. 


Kay didn't want to leave Susanna alone with the prisoner longer than she had to. She had no doubt he would 
not be getting up, even without the LSD. None the less, this was a dark event Suze had handled well, and Kay 
wanted it cleaned up and finished as quickly as possible. She also knew it wouldn't do to have a handcuffed 
naked man lying around the common area of the bus, waiting for the right highway shoulder on which to dump 
him. She grabbed the bag she'd prepared in advance for this eventuality, took out her pocket pager, and typed 
out the message to her husband .. explaining what she regarded as the pertinent details. If he was awake and 
able, he would send a response within the hour. She pressed the button to send . then slipped down the ladder 
and headed for the front of the bus. 


The conversation with Charlie was brief and consulting his road atlas took only a few minutes more. They 
would divert North before Saskatoon for a little side trip and leave the now unwelcome guest somewhere along 
the highway to Prince Albert. Charlie was a competent navigator and pilot. Kay knew the matter was settled. 
He also apologized for the swerve the hour before (had it been that long?) .. a Moose crossing the highway 
owed it's life to Charlie's quick reaction 


Kay came back to Susanna's room and immediately tripped over the man on the floor. Suze had put a blanket 
over him like he was a body at a crime scene. She caught her eye and was glad to see a smile. Kay pulled off 
the blanket and sat down on the man's ass as if it were a low seat. Opening her small zippered bag, she pulled 


out a pink thong, a few make-up items including a lipstick, and a box of black henna. 
"What are you doing?" Susanna said. She'd taken off her high boots and was sitting cross-legged on the bed. 


‘lm giving our vociferous house guest a credibility problem." Kay set to work with the henna, demonstrating a 
practiced hand . making an artfully lettered tramp stamp across the man's lower back. "I'll let you do his 
make-up once the henna dries." 


The henna tattoo would last most of a week, but a couple of nights was all Kay was counting on. While she was 
finishing her artistry above the man's ass, she felt her pager vibrate in her pocket. She was tempted to look 
right away, curious to know if it was submissive sex or submitting herself for a beating with a heavy leather 


strap that lay ahead of her . but she finished her work .. then pulled it out to read. 


She covered the top part of the naked man with the blanket, leaving his ass and lower back out, so the henna 
could dry. Kay went to kneel beside the bed. "My Master has granted me the pleasure of serving you, 


Mistress .. in any way you command." 


"Good" Susanna said, "I will thank him in the morning for his generosity .. and give him a report of your 
service." Susanna lay down on her side with her head propped up on one elbow. "Now .. strip down to stockings 


and garter-belt .. and show me what that tongue is for." 


KEE KEK KKE 
Epilogue: {Somewhere south of Prince Albert, Saskatchewan} ... 4:20am. 


"They said he was up here along the shoulder ... ok .. THERE he is." Officer Warman was on the radio with the 
dispatcher. Officer Melfort was driving slow through a morning fog. A number of travelers on Route 2 had 
reported a naked man . or nearly naked .. walking like an Egyptian along the shoulder. As the Highway Patrol car 
pulled up alongside of him, still doing his strange walk in a pink thong and flip-flops, the officers looked at each 
other and no longer wondered why the travelers had chosen not to stop and assist. Frankly . the officers 
wished THEY didn't have to. With the lights flashing on the top of their car, they pulled over and Warman got 
out first. 


Seeing the lights, the tall and scantily clad man turned toward them. He looked perplexed (made up like a 
prostitute) .. and simply said, “Thank GOODNESS you're here! The Bangles stole my clothes and Susanna Hoffs 


electrocuted my nut-sack." He held out his arms in supplication 


Officer Warman gave a sympathetic expression, "That sounds like a bad time, Buddy. Can we offer to take you 
someplace warm where you can get some coffee and tell us all about it?" Melfort had gotten a dark blue wool 


blanket out and was coming around the front. 


"That sounds nice," the mostly naked man said. "She asked me to fuck her, and then she shocked my sack. 
What's a man to do?" 


"Indeed .. | hate it when my sack gets shocked" Officer Warman responded, warily manuvering the man up to 
the front fender of the patrol car. As he put handcuffs on the strangely calm yet distressed man, Warman 
saw the tramp stamp tattoo across his lower back .. "PROPERTY OF BERNARDO!" ... and upside down in cursive 


across the back of his neck "never spills a drop." 


Warman gave Melfort a meaningful look with raised eyebrows. There were some strange biker gangs in 
Saskatchewan lately. They would lock this guy up and see if "Bernardo" came around to claim his property . 
hopefully with bail money. The baracks needed a new coffee maker. 


